Wisdom and Destiny

a sail that was nearly black, and that she
was the last to come in ? And do you
remember, too, that the hour of separation
was upon us, and that the arrival of the
last boat of all was to be our signal for
departure ? We might perhaps have found
cause for sadness in the gloomy sail that
fluttered at her mast; but we who loved
each other had caccepted' life, and we
only smiled as we once more recognised
the kinship of our thoughts." Yes, it is
thus we should act; and though we cannot
always smile as the black sail heaves in
sight, yet is it possible for us to find in our
life something that shall absorb us to the
exclusion of sadness, as her love absorbed
the woman whose words I have quoted.
Complaints of injustice grow less frequent
as the brain and the heart expand. It is
well to remind ourselves that in this world,
whose fruit we are, all that concerns us

must necessarily be more conformable with
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